Why My Heart Is Always In the Right Place 
By Marc Magisana 


One sunny afternoon, | was sitting at the kitchen table with my Mind. We 
were brain storming about my Heart problem. 


“Perhaps you could it eat out, “my Mind suggested. 
“Not an option.” 


“Well”, my Mind said dubiously taking in the room around us, “I don’t see 
it here. Your Heart is in the wrong place.” 


“Aaagh!” | moaned. “Butter my butt and call me a biscuit. Where do 
you think it’s gone? You're the brains around here.” 


“Search me”, my Mind replied with a shrug. “It’s your Heart.” 


“Never mind Mind. l'Il find it by myself” With that, | stomped out of the 
kitchen. 


Sometime later, after a thorough reconnaissance of the house, | arrived at 
my bedroom. From within there was a steady sound | knew so well. | entered 
and pressed my ear against the bedroom closet door. In the past so many 
people had advised me to listen to my Heart so | thought | would give it a try. 
Accompanying my Heart beat | heard a soft singing and giggle. 


| swung open the closet door and with my best Edgar Allan Poe flourish 
cried, “There you are you naughty Heart! What in the world do think you’re 
doing in there?” 


“Playing Hide and Seek” my Heart replied gleefully. 


“I have no time for silly games! You need to grow up” (my Mind had 
advised me to Say this to my Heart). 


My Heart began to cry. | had hurt its feelings. Then to my dismay, my 
Heart broke. | had no idea it was so fragile. Gently | laid the pieces of my 
broken Heart on the bottom of the closet. 


| grabbed my car keys and headed out to the hardware store. In the aisle 
with the duct tape | found what I needed. 


Hurrying back to the closet | gently picked up the pieces of my broken 
Heart and slathered on the three tubes of Gorilla Glue | purchased from the 
hardware store. Then | laid a heavy weight on my Heart so it could bond with 
the glue and went to bed, exhausted. 


The next morning | was awoken by terrible shrieks and banging coming 
from the closet. When I opened the door what | saw filled me with horror. 


There lay my Heart, swollen to grotesque proportions with brown goo 
oozing out of the cracks. It growled and thrashed and glared at me under 
the weight | had placed on top of it. 


| took out my Ipad and googled “Problems with Gorilla Glue”. A link took me 
a video on YouTube of an old man in overalls holding up a cracked vase. 
“And above all”, he said, “don’t use too much glue. A little goes a long way 
and too much can make for unwanted results”. 


Then it struck me. | hit myself on the forehead. Of course! Too much 
glue. The primate chromosomes had seeped into my Heart’s DNA. That’s 
why it was reacting so violently. 


Again | grabbed my keys and made for the door. This time | raced to the 
pet store and scoured the section for dog items. There was a doggie cage 
that was perfect so | bought it and returned home. 


When I got home | flew up the stairs to the bedroom closet, pulled my 
Heart out from under its weight, and before it knew what had happened 
threw it in the cage, slammed the door and locked it. Then my Heart really 
went crazy. If my Heart had a chest it would have beaten it like a gorilla. It 
was terrifying. 


| picked up the cage and managed to get it on top of my nightstand. 
From there | figured | could watch it like a t.v. when I was in bed. 


My Mind had heard the commotion and came in the bedroom shouting 
“For crying out loud! What is going on in here?” Then it saw the cage. 
“Don’t you think that’s a little extreme?” it asked doubtfully. 


“Maybe” | replied, “but now with my Heart held captive l'Il always know 
my Heart is in the right place”. 


“I’m leaving” my Mind said and made its way to the door. Then it turned. 
“You never know for sure if your Heart is in the right place” and left me there 
alone with my caged Heart. 


